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Curt -· Comb of Truth for a certain 
DEAN, Ec. 


Em, Drapier, Tatler, Gulliver, 
Thrice call'd before the Court, appear, 

And Anſwer Cu prit to the Crimes 

Thar ſhall be mention 'd in theſe Rhymes. 

Shake at our Power, for to our Side 

Lawyers, and Lau- givers arc ally d. 

Tis not in Verſè alone we deal, 

We, too direct the Common weal ; 

The Politics that Grub. ſtreet breeds 

The Stateſman at dt. James's reads. 

Our Works are riſen from Coblers Stalls 

To Drawing-Rooms and Palace Halls. 

Full oft our Learning is diſplay'd 

In Sage Debates on Tax and Trade. 

Our Speakers ſit for Shires and Cities, 

Refolve and Vote and form Committecs. 

From us the Courts of Juſtice draw 

Ferjeants, and Barriſters at Law. 

Our Anceſtors full Lineage Boaſt, 


* 


They riſe, till in Old Night they're loſt. 
Theſe Learned. Antzent, Powerful, Wife, 
Maliciouſly you Satirize, 
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Their Noble Hr;ters you defame, 

And blaſt their Orators Good Name, 

Traitor to them, and to rhe State, 

Hark to your Crimes the Jury's fer. 
You Jonathan at ſundry times 

Did publiſh wicked things call'd Rhymes, 

' Whoſe Senſe on Great Ones Slander carries, 

Witneſs The Ca/* of Frances Harris. 

Your Pamphlets all Rebellion found, 

You libelFd alt the Fanta round; 

You prompted Perkins to Invaſion, 

VIDE, The Broomſtaff Meditation: 

A Staff's a Maſt, we plainly ſec'r, 

A Maſt a Ship, a Ship a Fleet. 

Irem, With a malign Intention 

You gave the Name of Brzbe to Penſion. 

ITEM, You, and that Varlet Haters 

(For which you both deſerve ſtrong Halters) 

Perſuaded all our IJriſb Dames 

To give their Engliſb Silks to Flames, 

To Britains Trade you put 2 8 poke, 

And Patriot Ballandine half broke. 

Lou hate, cauſenot Communicants, 

Our deareſt Brother-Proteſtants 

The Presbyters, whoſe humble Spirit, 

Meek Moderation, mighty Merit, 

Will bear the Teſt, if we recall 

To mind the Reign of good Saint Noli. 

Next you'd encourage Jriſb Trade— 

How came that Freak into your Head ? 

Except Poor Es Fate you're brewing 

Which our encourag d Trade might ruin. 

Culprit, You'll not "deny, we hope, 

Your ſtrong Attachment to a Pope ; 3. 
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Which ſubtle Spark, we have good Reaſons, 
To think abettor to your Treaſons ; 

For he, oh moſt unhallow'd Sound! 
Has call'd all Grub. ſtreet Dunces round. 
And in the Rape ot Lock, you'll own, 
He ſung the Whore of 3 | 

As honeſt Eſfdras Barnevelt, 

A good Friend to our Party, ſmelt. 
Whom when you laſh the Sex, d'ye mean ? 
Your Jokes are levell'd at the T. 
And you've confeſs d to all, e you hate 

«© Both —— and M of State. 

Irew, You flew in Power's Face 

When you declar'd againſt J/eod's Braſs. 
Poor E loſt by that 'tis found 

One hundred and cight Thouſand Pound. 
And, ſay, what did you get by that! 

Truly you prop'd a/inking State, 

And for that very Crime your fam'd, 

And Lubius Funins Brutus nam d: 

Nay, don't deny it was your AQ, 

The very Signs will prove the Fact. 

Under your Cloak of Charity, 

Good Heaven! what Treaſons do there ye. 
Treaſon! for it ſupports the Poor 

Of Caven, Meath- ret, and Donore, 
And at your Word each Cloathing Street, 


Wou'd---mind their Work and eat their Meat, | 


Nay, in thcir Ale-houſe Converſation, 
TheirToaſt'sDean d wit, the Trade and Nation, 
And ſure, if theit Affairs would bear it, 

They'd do the ſame in Papiſt Claret. 

And thus, let who's will fill the T hrone, 

Ts ten to one they wou d go on. 


Tis 


TS) 


'Tis treaſon to be popular, 
Now anſwer Priſoner at the Barr; 
Hold — half the Indictment is not done, 
To the other Miſdemcanours — on | 
The Catalogue is of vaſt length, 
ITEM, on T hurſday June the Tenth, 
White Roſes in his Garden found 
Prove it is Facobitiſh Ground; 
Nay it is prov'd that the faid Dean, 
On Day ut Supra *DitF. was ſcen 
To Laugh, and Dreſs, and Pray, and Read, 
And Ear, and Drink, and do his Ne ed. F 
ITEM, Another Tory Days - 1 
Scilicet Twenty-ninth of Day 3 
The aforeſaid Criminal did dare 
To Sit upon an Oaken Chair; 
And 'tis obſcrv'd he will not Smoak, 
without a Stopper of Royal Oak. 
ITEM, tis Sworn he is a Wizzard, 
And has a Devil in his Gizzard ; 
To prove, which, Sirs, 'twas.he bewitched, 
That upright atone Joys [hit ſhed, 
His Country's Prop, who never Soid, 
His Conſcience for a Place, or Gold; 
His Scheme to Enrich Ireland was, 
By lining all his Walls with Brais; 
Let then Each Burrough give a Kettle, 
To raiſe his Statuc in that Metal. 
And write beneath, tho' he ne'er ſtole em, 
Libertas, et Natale Solum. | 
Thus Void of Fcar, or Shame, or Grace, 
Thank Heaven you've miſs'd a Mitred Place; 
The only Enſign of your Pride - 
bs the Virge ſack beneath your Side; 
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For let me ſee who dare promote 

A Wir ſo flazrant in your Coar. 
| You vilifie the Men in Place, 
From Knights to Juſtices o Peace, 

And Ladics all, but Stella, arc, 
Smarting beneath thy Laſh ſeverc; 
Faultleſs, for all thy Bitter Jokes, 
And only do like other Folks. 

The Reverend Sages of the Bar, 

Of thy IIl- nature have their Share; 

'T was you traduc'd a Nobic Serfeant, 
And ſaid he knew nor Text nor Margent. 

And found ont half aCrown and Sweats-worth, 
Exactly Rhym'd to learned * - | 
e You ſaid a Perjur'd Dog Drnotes, 
* Porter and .f and Oates ; 
Stringing with Raſcals the Progenitor, 

Of a Sagacious Florid Senator; 

Who we may think it with good Reaſon, 
Nc'cr harbour'd in his Stomach Treaſon. 
Whoſe Wants nc'er urg'd, whoſe Head was not 
Defign'd or fitted for a Plot; 

Whoſe Anceſtors were Props of Nations 

For many Hundred Generations ; 
If Hundreds were, ſince Great Mileſius 
Roaſtcd in Ireland his Potatoes ; 

 Whotfe old Mobility appears 
From the Red Hand his Scutcheon bears, 
And during Ages he will bear it 
While he has left an Heir to wear it: 
He only mix'd with Plotting Fellows: 
To bring the Traytors ts the Gallows, 
How well by him the Work was done, 
If T, yburn's Grateful, let it own. 


Nec'er 


9" * 
Ne er fading Honour crown that Wight, 
Who bid him kneel, and riſe Sir Knight ; 
And let his Acts remember'd grace 
The noble Scyons of his Racc. 
vou Il tell, if ſtil! your Malice riſes, 
Strange Stories of Clonmel Aſſizes. 
If fearleſs thus you're ict to Write, 
You'll from a Felon trace a Knight, 
And blot more Hatchments in an Hour 
Than Hawkins can contrive in four. 
And laſt of all, ſince Or mond Grace, 
St. John, and Harly wcre in place, 
You ne er were at a Levee ſeen 
To beg a Place with humble Grin. 
Sir Blue: ſtring, now the fitil of Men, 
Owes not a Diſtick to thy Pen; 
Who ſhoudſt have drawn him juſt and Wiſe; 
And good — cnough, he dies, he dics! 
Now Bards, and Bardlings all prepare 
Each in the Execution ſhare, | 
Pour out your Scribes of different forts, 
Colleges, Garrets, Inns O aurtes: 
Firſt Bæ* * Lunzs are thy Rcuow'n, 
Open and Speech the Varlet down ; 
And between whiles Hir Tm do you in- 
terpoſe a Sentence to his Ruin; 
Arbackle riſe upon thy Sticks, 
And ſtifle him with Politicks, | 
Tickle him to Death ſmootn Da ———7, 
You are an Adept at that Sport; 
And oh tremendous Begaleel, 
Let him thy Blunted Poy niard feel; 
Lay on, if you can't pierce his Skin, 
Give him black Eyes and break his Chin; 
| | | DEctach 
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Full on the Aſſailants Bloody Noſe. 


G Damn his Blood —— Diſmiſs the Court: 
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Detach, ye Garrets of Back-Lane, 

Your Writers to deſtroy the Dean. 

You Freſhmen, Scriblers of the College, 


Squirt at the Caitiff all your Knowledge, 


And make him rue the Moment when; 
He on the Dunces drew his Pen. 

ve News-Boys, you're a Sort of Bard, 
Roar loud, lay on his Hearing hard; 

And if ye fail to roar him down, 

Throw all the Kennels on his Gown; 

For Dirt, and Mud, and Stinking Watet 
Are good Ingredients for a Satyr. 

Lay on, Lay on, our noble Party, 

All from Dunce Theobald to Dunce C—-y ; 
But ſee ih vain you Kick and Cuff, 

Call Son of a Whore, and Swear and Huff. 
His Woundleſs Hide returns the Blows 


Qon's ſo much Dirt for nothing thrown, 
What, not ſo much as ſoil his Gown ; 
By G---d the very Devil himſelf, 

Is come to Patronize the Elf; 

Sec how he grins, and makes his Sport, 


. 


